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Where's the F**king Money, Mustaine?! 


Author's Notes: 

Every time | finish a big project, | end up suffering from burn out. To combat it | do a variety of things that 
are easy on the brain. Read. Watch TV. Listen to music. Sleep. This time around, | picked a TV show that | 
wouldn't normally watch and got stuck in. | then found out that a friend of mine (and fellow Rockficcer) had 
also just started watching the same show. I'm sure you can imagine what happened next. Of course you can 


because what you're about to read is what came of those conversations. 


Liberties have been taken in order to stay as close to both canons as possible. | apologise in advance if | 


butcher your favourite rock star or your favourite TV show. | don't mean any harm. 


There couldn't have been a more beautiful day for being released from prison. Standing beneath the clear blue 
skies and with his long dark hair knotted in the nap of his neck, Dave waited, slightly impatiently, for his ride to 
arrive. Ever since he'd been chased down and arrested for bootlegging vodka ("I25% proof. Itll put hairs on 
your chest, son"), the plan had been for best friend (partner in crime) to pick him up on release day. 


Except that the asshole had yet to show. 


Dave wanted to get home. He needed a drink. He wasn't looking forward to whatever shit storm his best friend 
was going to drop on him. Through some strange twist of fate, they both had the same name. With his flowing 
red hair and, quite frankly, bizarre opinions Dave Mustaine was simply known by his surname. Or Asshole. All 


of it depended on what mood the other Dave was in that day. 


It didn't help matters that their third friend, the guy who lived at the bottom of Dave's garden and whose 
best friends were the neighbourhood cats, also shared their name. It was like a collective of Davids, as though 
some kind of universal pull that had drawn them all together in that one space. However, their crazy cat man 


of a friend appeared to have no problem with being called by his full birth name. So he was simply David. 
Scratching the back of his head, Dave scanned the horizon and waited. 
And waited. 


And waited. 


He was sure that he could feel the sun setting behind him when the shittest, most beaten up car known to 
man skidded to a stop in front of the small, single story prison. Covered in dents and pock marked by bullet 
holes, the car had well and truly earned its nickname - The "How The Fuck Is That Fuckin’ Thing Still Fuckin’ 
Going?!" Mobile. ts muffler dragged on the ground, setting teeth on edge as it scraped over poorly maintained 
roads. Occasionally it would backfire and, more often than not, it just outright refused to start. Dave was 
looking forward to getting home and hauling his own car out of storage. Hopefully with the IOk still safely 
stashed in the trunk. Hopefully the other man hadn't found it. Hopefully it hadn't been spent. 


Bending down, he peered through the cracked windshield and took in his friend. The redhead nodded before 
gesturing for him to get in. Dropping his single bag of belongings in to the trunk (and slamming it several times 
before it finally stayed shut), Dave slid into the passenger seat. 


"Thanks for not fuckin’ ratting me out" Those were the first words that the redhead uttered. Dave couldn't 


decide if it was genuine gratitude or one of Mustaine's many backhanded comments. 


"Welcome." Reaching in to the glove box, Dave retrieved a pair of aviator sunglasses and slid them on to his 


nose. 
The car grunted and growled before the engine caught and they pulled away. 
"So what took you so long?" he finally asked 

"Got caught up, man Mendel's been giving me shit all day’ 


Dave eyed the other man warily. "What about?" 


"The usual shit." The redhead changed his voice, his words taking on a higher pitch as he mockingly imitated 
the man that, at some point, they'd both have to face. "Stop firing fuckin’ guns, Mustaine. Stop fuckin’ drinking 
in the street, Mustaine. Stop fuckin’ hanging around with that fuckin’ loser, Mustaine. Get your loser, no good, 
fuckin’ ass out of the park, Mustaine." He coughed once before his voice changed back to the one that Dave 
knew and loved. "| need a smoke. You got any?" 


Dave shrugged. "All out, buddy. You know that shit's hard to come by in jail." 


Sunnydale Real Estate Trailer Park had been Dave's home for as long as he could remember. He'd been born 
there and he'd probably end up dying there. But he didn't care. It was home and it contained everyone that he 
called family. Up to and including Mendel and his little asshole assistant, Ulrich. While the pair spent all of their 
time rubbing him up the wrong (really the wrong way. There was no way that pair could rub him up the right 
way. Besides, men in greasy uniforms didn't do it for him) Dave did all that he could to keep them on his side. 
Even if that meant keeping his mouthy, cuss-word filled and gun happy friend in check. 


Dave smiled as the car rattled in to the space beside his trailer. It looked exactly how he'd left it, complete 
with the plants that dotted the creaking wooden steps. Getting out of the car, he stretched his back and 
walked to the front door. 


His first plan of action was to raid the liquor cupboard. Or at least the place he'd hidden it all to keep Mustaine 
from drinking him dry. Kneeling on the threadbare bedroom floor, he reached beneath the bed and heaved out 
a locked box. Spinning the combination lock, Dave cracked the lid and sighed happily. 


Inside was stashed with what he called his "freedom Day" supply, whisky, the mixer of his choice (which would 
be Coca-Cola if could afford it. But, being the broke ass that he was, he was more than used to whatever 
cheap shit he was able to steal), and the heavy lead-glass tumbler. While Mustaine was never seen without a 
smoke clamped between his teeth, Dave forever had a drink gripped in one hand. 


He poured himself a drink, shucked off the scratchy prison clothes and pulled on a pair of black jeans and a 
black tshirt. It was time, whether he wanted it to be or not, to get back to making sure that everyone was 


happy. 


But first. 


He wandered out in to the garden and stood quietly as he watched David. The man had his long blonde hair 
pulled in to a tight ponytail and thick glasses rested on his nose. He was sitting on the step of the shed that he 
called home with a black and white cat settled in his lap. David's entire attention was on the cat as he 
whispered sweet nothings to it. The sight warmed Dave's heart and, somewhere in his mind, he was reminded 
of the promise he'd made to look after David and make sure that no harm would ever come to him. He was a 


gentle soul, a man who loved cats, and who was no harm to anyone. 


Walking over, Dave sat himself beside the other man. 

"Hey, David.” 

The smaller man looked up at him with an expression that was filled with unadulterated happiness. 
"Dave! You're home!" 


Wrapping an arm around David's shoulders, Dave pulled him in to a hug. "Sure am, buddy. Sure am. And l'm 


gonna make sure that | stay out of jail this time." 


David looked at him, his eyes magnified behind the thick glasses. They gave him a look of almost perpetual 


innocence. "So no more bootlegging?" 
"Nope." 

"No more homemade fireworks?" 
"Nope." 

"No more illegal casinos?" 

"Nope." 

"No more forging cash?" 

"Nope." 

"No more robberies?" 

"Nope." 


David grinned and, with one hand still resting on the cat, he leaned in and gave Dave a hug. "It's good to have 
you back. Missed you around here." 


"So I've heard. Mustaine was telling me that Mendel and Ulrich were giving you shit?" 


David snorted and shook his head, wispy strands of blonde hair dancing around his face. "Those guys never 
shut up. They're determined to get you and Mustaine evicted from the park. But now you're back." 


Dave nodded. "Now l'm back I'm gonna get them sorted." 


They sat for a while longer in the shade that the nearby trees cast over the shed. For Dave, it felt good to 


be back. Good to be free and walking over familiar grounds. 

Finally, he asked, "You got the keys to the Camaro?" 

The smaller man nodded and got to his feet. "Sure have, Dave. Got ‘em right here." 

Dave watched as David rustled through a small box that sat beside his cramped lookeing single bed. David had 
lived in the shed for as long as Dave could remember and, despite his protests that David get a proper trailer, 


the smaller man seemed as happy as punch in his tiny house. 


The blonde man paused, one hand still in the box and the other clamping the cat to his side. The colour 


appeared to drain from his face. 
"David?" he softly asked. 
"They were here, Dave. The keys. They were here." 


Dave tried not to let is anger rise. His fuse was long and it rarely was ignited by David. The smaller man 


swung around to face Dave, a look of horror on his face. 
"They're not here, Dave." 
He gestured for the box. "Lemme take a look." 


The battered box was placed in the palm of his outstretched hand and Dave rifled through the contents. A 
couple of pebbles, an old cat collar, some bottle tops. But no car keys. He carefully handed the box back to 
David before storming to the back of the trailer. 


There, parked beneath a tree and well hidden from prying eyes (and thieving fingers), was a distinct car shape. 
Dave yanked the faded blue tarpaulin and uncovered his fire-engine red Camaro. It was exactly how he'd left it, 
right down to the dead maple leaf that he'd jammed beneath the wind shield wiper to make sure that no one 


used it while he was away. 
Tossing the tarp to one side, he moved to the rear of the car and inspected the paint. Knowing that he was on 


the verge of being arrested, he'd polished it to within an inch of its life, dumped the cash in the trunk, and 
hidden the car. 


But, there, smudged on the pristine paintwork, was a perfect set of of greasy finger prints. 


Trying not to think thoughts of bloody murder, Dave hooked his fingers into the trunk's latch and pushed it 


open. It was unlocked. Just as he'd suspected it would be. 


His heart raced as he pushed the trunk lid up and looked inside. His mouth dried and his vision swam as he 
fruitlessly searched the black interior. 


Nothing. 

Nada. 

Absolutely no sign of the black canvas bag that he'd left the cash hidden in. 

His mind ran over the possibilities of who the thief could be. There were three - no, four - no, five - no, six 
- the possibilities of who could have taken it were endless. But who, other than David and Mustaine knew that 


the car was there? And if they knew that the car was there, who knew that there was cash stashed in it? 


With the suspects narrowed down to two, Dave's mind settled on the most logical. 


The trailer wasn't his per se. It belonged to his father, or at least the guy who appeared to moonlight as his 
father. Despite his perpetual words of wisdom, Lemmy appeared to have done little for Mustaine. In reality, 
he'd done more than enough, including putting a roof over Mustaine's head whenever he needed it. It didn't stop 


Mustaine from pretending that it was all his and telling everyone as much. 

He was just about to light a joint when he heard was his name. 

"MUSTAINE?! MUSTAINE, GET YOUR FUCKIN: ASS OUT HERE, RIGHT NOW?! 

Dave. 

Shit. 

Tossing the joint into an overflowing ashtray, Mustaine struggled to stand on shaking, watery legs. Pulling aside 
the nicotine stained window netting, he looked out in to the street and came face to face with a pissed off 


looking Dave. 


In reality, Dave looked more than pissed off. His face was red and Mustaine could see the vein in his forehead 


throbbing. 
Dave was angry and he was hunting for blood. 


"WHERE'S THE MONEY, MUSTAINE?!" Dave screamed through the window, the perspex taking the edge off of 


his voice. 


"What money?!" he called back. 


"The money from the trunk of the car, asshole." 


Dave's eyes were wide and Mustaine was sure that the dark haired man could see straight in to his soul and 


see every crime that he'd ever committed 
"| dont know about no money, Davel" he protested 

He was rewarded with a fist punching the window. Dave's fist bounced off it but Mustaine still recoiled. 

"You fuckin’ knew about the money, asshole. And you knew where the car was. So where's the money, fucker?!" 


Mustaine desperately tried to think of an excuse. He had taken the money. And spent it. On food and booze and 
smokes and drugs. He'd used some to buy a few dope plants. It looked like Dave hadn't found those yet. Which 


was a good thing as they were currently lodging in Dave's bathroom. 
But no matter what excuse he tried to come up with, he knew that Dave would see straight through it. 


"Okay!" he retaliated. "| took the fuckin! money. Happy now?! But you shouldn't have left it in the fuckin’ car in 


the first place, you asshole!" 


Of course Dave wasn't going to be happy. The ten grand that had been sitting in the trunk of the car had been 
his nest egg for when he got out of prison It was supposed to be used to set up a (legitimate) business so 


that, in a few years, they could all retire. 


Mustaine didn't have time to think. Didn't have time to breathe. The trailer door was yanked open and he was 
hauled out into the street. Nose to nose with Dave when the other man was pissed was not a pleasant 
experience and he could see the rage that burned through the other man's eyes. Yet he knew that the dark 
haired man would never lash out. Would never hit him. The only time that Dave threw punches was when 
there absolutely no other resort. And, luckily for Mustaine, loss of money was no reason to start throwing 


punches. 
With a finger held up to Mustaine's face, Dave looked as though he was going to say something. Yet the other 
man took several deep breaths and slowly lowered his hand. The rage still burned in his eyes and Mustaine 


knew that he couldn't relax yet. 


"You know what that money was for, Mustaine. Retirement and a couple of cruises." The contempt in Dave's 


Voice was obvious. "You're gonna help get it back. Understood?" 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Mustaine nodded. "Yeah. Yeah. | understand" 


Mustaine's Gonna Get Smooshed 


‘I've been out of jail less than twenty four hours." Dave groaned. "And already my best fuckin’ friend's spent 


all my money and is growing fuckin’ weed in my fuckin’ bathroom. Do you want me to go back to jail, huh?" 


The redhead was sitting across from him, his eyes on the cigarette in his hand. "Shouldn't have left me your 


fuckin’ keys, should you?" 
"You were supposed to look after this place not fuckin’ grow fuckin’ dope in it, you fuckin’ asshole," he growled. 


From across the small room, he felt Mustaine's temper flair. "You'll get the fuckin’ money back. It's why | was 


growing the fuckin’ dope. To get your fuckin! money back." 


It took everything Dave had to not let his own anger get the better of himself. He loved Mustaine and had 
done ever since they were kids. Even when, at the tender age of six, Mustaine had told the whole park that 
he'd caught Dave singing along to Elton John, Dave still loved him. 


Darkness was falling and the last of the day's warmth hung in the air. Refilling his drink, Dave placed his 
elbows on his knees and looked Mustaine dead in the eye. 


"Tomorrow morning | want you to get Taylor and Jerry. Send ‘em down to the mall to steal some cheap 


jewellery and a bunch of a gold paint." 
There was the slight hiss of burning cigarette paper as Mustaine drew on the joint. "Why? Whatcha gonna do?" 


Dave smiled. "We're going in to the jewellery business, boy." 


Night quickly turned to day. A little too quickly for Dave. After spending months sleeping on a cramped, hard, 
single prison bed he'd been enjoying the comfort of being able to spread out and not worry about whether his 
ass was going to plummet six feet to the cold, hard, concrete floor. He was just coming to when he heard a 


hammering on the trailer door. 
"Okay. Okay," he muttered. 


Dragging himself from the bed, he wrapped a sheet around himself and stumbled through the trailer as the 
pounding continued. It was the sound that signalled one of only two things - the cops or Mendel. 


Yanking the door open, he winced as the bright sunlight pierced his brain before his vision adjusted and took in 
the figure before him. 


"Fuck off, Mendel." 


The man that stood in his doorway was about the same height as Dave and, what he liked in width he made up 
for with mouth. In fact, Mendel was pretty much ninety percent mouth. The other ten percent was his 
penchant for calling the cops when Dave so much as breathed in the wrong direction 


"And a good morning to you, too, Dave. How's life outside of the prison walls? Did you get a good night's sleep?" 
The other man sneered and peered over the top of his sunglasses. "I wouldn't get too comfortable if | were 


you, Dave. One wrong move...” 


"I know. | know. And you'll call the fuckin’ cops. Fuck off, Mendel. Go and do something useful today, you ginger 
bastard. You know, like clean up the fuckin’ park. The place is a fuckin’ mess. Again. Fuck, this place goes to 
fuckin’ shit when I'm not here." 


The other man lifted a hand and pointed a finger straight at Dave's chest. While most people would have taken 
a step back, Dave refused to, instead staring down the other man. 


"One wrong move, Dave. One wrong move..." 

He watched as the other man turned and walked away, his heavy boots thudding against the wooden steps. 
Dave watched him leave, determined to make sure that the ginger bastard actually got in his car and drove 
away as opposed to lurking around the trailer. There were a million things for him to do. But no. Harassing 
Dave was apparently how the trailer park supervisor earned his money. 

Rumour had it that the trailer park was, in some way, named after Nate Mendel. Which was how he'd landed 
(and somehow kept) a job there. Other rumours pointed to him having a "thing" for Dave. Whether the "thing" 
was sexual or just Mendel wanting to get on Dave's nerves, no one had any idea. Dave wanted to lean towards 


the latter but had a horrible, sick feeling that it was the former. 


Just as he was pouring his first drink of the morning, Dave heard the door rattle again. With a growl boiling in 


his throat, he swung around. 
"I'm warning you, Men-. Morning, Mustaine.” 


The other redhead walked in, a smirk on his lips and sunglasses on his nose. In his wake, two puppy-like, yet 


utterly idiotic, men followed. Dave looked past Mustaine and in to the eyes of the other two. 
"Taylor. Jerry.” 


The two blondes nodded at him and Dave felt something akin to pride flare through him. It may have only been 
brief but it was there. 


And was quickly burned away when Taylor opened his mouth. That one was the perfect epitome of a dumb 


blonde. 


"Hey Dave! How was jail? Did you, like, you know, get high and shit? Mustaine says that you want us to, like, 


take part in a heist or some shit." 


Dave blinked a couple of times and looked at Mustaine before looking back at Taylor. The man was tall and 
willowy with long blonde hair spilling over his shoulders. His counterpart was pretty much the same except he 


had room for brains. Or at least something resembling a brain. Dave wasn't quite sure if it worked or not. 
"What did you tell them?" he demanded of Mustaine. 
The redhead shrugged. "That you wanted them to go to the mall and steal some shit." 


Dave returned his attention to the two blondes. "That's exactly what | want you to do. Go to the mall and steal 


some shit. There's gonna be no heist. No guns. No going back to fuckin’ jail. Understood?" 


Both of the blondes nodded and Jerry opened his mouth to say something. As he did, Dave raised an eyebrow 


and silenced the other man. 


"Good. Now, I'm gonna give you a list, just so you two know what you're doing. If you bring back everything on 


the list then you'll get treats." 
"What treats?" Ah, the smart(ish) one had chosen to speak. 


Dave looked the broader man up and down, taking in the long, straggling hair and the beginnings of a scruffy 
beard. 


"You'll have to wait and see, won't you?" Taking a scrap of folded paper from his pocket, he held it out to the 
two men. "This is your list. Don't fuck this up." 


Those were his famous last words. Somewhere along the line Taylor and Jerry would fuck up. But that was the 
beauty of the plan. The idiots went and did the grunt work while he waited on the paycheck. And if the idiots 
were arrested..° Well, they wouldn't squeal. They had a loyalty to him, a misguided loyalty, yes, but loyalty all 


the same. 


He'd been accused numerous times of using Taylor and Jerry as his runners and not treating them fairly. But 
who could he blame for them looking up to him and believing that whatever came out of his mouth was the 

right thing? Taylor and Jerry, for whatever reason, chose to stick around. Dave had tried treating them badly 
but they always returned. And, deep down, he did love the two younger men. Loved them and felt that he had 


To, in some way, protect them from a world that truly would fuck them over. 


Setting up a place to turn lead in to gold wasn't hard. The shadows behind the trailer were the perfect place 
for just such an enterprise. What would be difficult was keeping Mendel and his mouthy little assistant 


entertained enough not to interfere. 


Dave let ideas mull through his mind as he suspended an old metal bar between two trees. There were 
numerous things he could do to keep the two interfering trailer park supervisors out of his hair. Send Taylor 
and Jerry round to give them both lap dances (easy to do). Promise them both a few bottles of booze if they 
kept their noses out (super easy but super hard to actually keep them away. The smell of trouble would draw 
them in faster than Dave was drawn to an unopened bottle of whisky). Get Mustaine steaming drunk and super 
high and send him out to wreck havoc on the park (Really super easy and with less chance of the smell of 
trouble getting in to the air.) 


‘Mustaine?! Hey, Mustaine! Can you come here for a minute, please?" 


Dave heard a groan, followed by a muffled Fuck you, Dave, which, in turn, was followed by the sound of feet 
shuffling across broken twigs and dead leaves. A moment later and the redhead wandered around the corner. 


With his heavy eyes and messy hair, he looked as though he'd woken up. 
Reaching into a pocket, Dave took out a couple of twenties and held them out. "I've got a job for you." 
"You've always got a fuckin’ job for me." 


"Damn right | have. It's the only way to keep you out of trouble." Dave smiled slyly. "This time | want you to 
get into trouble. Go down to the liquor store and get whatever you want. Get absolutely wasted and then do 
your drink driving thing around the park Make sure to stop by Mendel and Ulrich's and throw bottles at their 
trailer. Anything to keep them distracted. Understood?" 


That was all it took for Mustaine's weariness to melt away and for a devilish gleam to enter his eyes. "Now 


that's a job | can get on board with." 


Dave smiled and patted his friend's shoulder. “Thought you could. Have fun" 


Mustaine was on it. He was so on it. Getting drunk and high and spending the day driving Mendel and Ulrich up 
the wall sounded like the perfect plan. 


Skidding his beat up car in to the parking lot of the liquor store, Mustaine dived out and made a bee-line 
straight for the hard stuff. The home brewed, "rip your throat out with razor blades and leave you drunker 
than a skunk". 


The liquid looked nasty, like really nasty. Like some roadside drunk had pissed in the bottle and then tossed in a 
handful of leaves to try and make it look "fancy". But there was nothing fancy about Smoosh. Like the name 
suggested, it was literally smooshed from whatever fruit or vegetable the manufacturer could get hold of and 


then fermented for as long as it took to become alcohol. Which was normally about a week once the right 


additives and chemicals had been thrown in. 


Mustaine grabbed three bottles, tossed the twenty on the counter, yelled at the clerk to keep the change, and 
headed back out to his car. It was going to be a good day. 


Oh, it was going to be a very good day.. 


That F#*king Doll Just Won't Die! 


Dave bit the inside of his cheek as he stared down at the pile of cheap plastic jewellery that was piled on the 
table in front of him. Without lifting his eyes from the mess, he held out a hand and snapped his fingers. 


"List." 

He re-read the list and there, at the top, were the words Metal jewellery. Silver, nickel Doesnt matter. 

Hazy light filtered through the dusty pink curtains and the smoke from Mustaire's joint curled around them. 
"Just what is this shit, boys?" Dave finally asked. 


He didn't dare to look at them lest his temper finally boil over. He loved Taylor and Jerry. Loved them like 
brothers. But, damn, they could be so fucking stupid at times. 


"You asked for jewellery," Taylor replied. 


Dave's eyes rode over the tangled pile of pink, purple, and yellow plastic jewellery. "| asked you for metal 


jewellery. Not the shit that you give to kids at parties. What the fuck am | supposed to do with this?” 
"Sell it for fuckin’ kids parties?” Jerry suggested. 


Dave wanted to rage but he couldn't. Like a dog, they'd bought him a gift. It just wasn't the night gift. Sighing, 
he nodded and took a sip of his drink The park was full of kids. And they were always having parties. Maybe.. 


He finally looked up and took in the worried looks that the two blondes wore. They really did look like kicked 
puppies and Dave slapped first Taylor's, and then Jerry's, shoulders. 


Look," he started, "go back to the mall and find me a bunch of other kids party stuff. You know, balloons, 
streamers, shit like that. Got it?" 


Their faces were instantly lit with happy smiles and Dave felt his heart warm towards them. 
Taylor was the first to break their silence, "Can do. We'll be back as soon as possible, Dave." 


"Good. And make sure that you don't get caught." 


David had to admit that the sign looked pretty good. 


Standing outside of Dave's trailer and with a kitty perched on his shoulder (Sir Meows-A-Lot), David re-read 
it. 


Dave's Party Supplies starting from $1 


It definitely looked like Dave was staying true to his word about getting straight and starting his own business. 
With one hand resting on Sir Meows-A-Lot's back, David walked up the wooden steps and knocked on the 


rickety screen door. 
"Dave? Dave? You home?" 


David looked.. dim. With his thick glasses, penchant for all things kitty-related, and slow manner of speaking, 
most people assumed that he wasn't the brightest button in the box. But, as his Mom had told him (before 
she'd run away to, quite literally, join the circus), not all buttons were meant to shine. Some buttons were 
meant to be functional. Dave was meant to shine because he was that kind of guy. David was the functional 
one, there to listen to their problems, make them a coffee (when they weren't downing liquor by the gallon), 
and give out pearls of advice and wisdom. 


A reply was yelled from somewhere deep in the depths of the trailer, "I'm in, David. Door's open" 


David pulled the door open and walked in. Through the gloom of blue-smoke and pink-hazy light, David could see 
Dave sprawled on the couch and Mustaine hunched in a battered easy chair. Both of them were staring at a 


box of stuff on the table. 
"How's the party supply business going?" he gently asked. 


He knew to be careful at the start of one of their new ventures. Their nerves tended to be shot, either from 


jail or from the threat of going back to jail for stealing shit. 


‘Its going good, David," Dave softly replied. The well built man patted the couch and a small cloud of dust 
pooted in to the air. "Why don't you come and sit with me." 


David did as he was asked and lowered himself to the couch beside Dave. Sir Meows-A-Lot slithered from his 
shoulder and to Dave's lap, instantly curling into a big grey ball of purring fluff. Dave always did get the pussy 
(and the cock, which he seemed to prefer but which he also didn't advertise. David was fairly sure that Dave 


and Mustaine were an item but no one talked about it, at least not to their faces). 
"So how's it going?" he asked as his eyes drifted to the box. 
The supplies didn't look much like the party supplies that he knew. Normally there'd be balloons and streamers 


and banners and shit. But these.. these looked like whips and feathers and bright pink penises.. David quickly 


averted his eyes. 


"Well," Dave started, "we sent Taylor and Jerry to the mall to pick up some jewellery. You know, the cheap 
rickel shit that the dollar store sells. Only they came back with pink plastic stuff that you give out at kids 
parties. We can't paint and sell that. So we decided to go in to party planning. Sent ‘em out for more shit and 
they come back with this." 

David hurmmed and kept his head down. He couldn't look at the box. Couldn't look at the big pink penises. 


"And | went out and got steaming drunk to keep fuckin' Mendel and Ulrich occupied while those two committed 


the crime of the fuckin century," Mustaine moaned. "It was a waste of good liqour if you ask me." 
"Are you in jail?" Dave asked, 

"No." 

"Well, then shut up with your fuckin’ moaning." 


Silence fell over the trailer and David peeked through the hair that had fallen from his braid. Those penises 


sure were big and they sure were pink 
"So what are you gonna do with it all?" he softly asked. 


"Dunno," Dave replied. "Hopefully sell it to someone around here. Know anyone who's getting married? Or going 


to Vegas? Or some shit like that?" 
David shook his head. "Nope. Don't know anyone like that.” 


He turned and looked at Dave. The older man, clad all in black and with a drink perpetually clasped in one hand, 


was stroking the kitty with his free hand. 


Dave took a deep breath. "Well, boys, I'm not sure what we're gonna do with a bunch of cocks and whips. But 
I'm sure as hell not gonna let them go to waste." 


Dave's Adult Party Supplies 
Starting at $10 


David smiled and nodded at the new sign. He carefully leaned the freshly painted piece of scrap wood against 


the front window of Dave's trailer. Hopefully it would bring in customers rather than ridicule. 


He'd built a set of shelves along one wall in order to display their.. merchandise. Sure, he'd gotten lucky 


numerous times over the years but looking at - ahem - marital aids still made him feel a little odd. 

Dave took another sip of his drink and looked over his handiwork. It wasn't his best but it was functional and, 
at that point in the game, that was all that mattered. He could upgrade the displays once he started making 
more money. 

Another knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. "Door's open!" 

"Hey, Dave, Mustaine told me you'd got some good shit on sale." 

Dave knew the voice without even looking and he rolled his eyes so hard he was surprised that they didn't 
jump from his skull and clatter off down the street. He slowly turned and found himself looking down at 
Mendel's blonde haired, yappy, annoying little assistant. 


"What do you want, Ulrich?" he carefully demanded, 


Dave knew that he had to be careful with his words. One wrong word or a harsh tone would send Ulrich 


running to Mendel. And there was only ever trouble when Mendel was involved. 

"That's no way to speak to potential customers," Ulrich snapped back. 

He reminded Dave of a dog. A little, yippy dog that lived in a handbag and nipped at everyone, including the 
person who fed them. And, while a normal human being would gently reprimand a disobedient dog, it seemed 
that Mendel had done nothing of the sort with Ulrich. It also didn't help that Ulrich walked around the park 
with no shirt and too-tight white pants. What Mendel saw in him, Dave didn't know. But then who was he to 


stick his nose in to what floated other peoples boats? If those two were happy together then he should be 
happy for them. Didn't mean that he couldn't (occasionally) roll his eyes at Ulrich's choice (or lack) or clothing. 


Dave sighed and shoved his free hand in to his pocket. "What are you looking for, Lars?" 

“Something big and meaty." 

"They sell pepperoni cocks down at the store." 

Lars sighed and rolled his eyes. "You know what l'm talking about, Dave." The smaller man stepped up to him 
and placed a hand on his chest. Dave had to resist taking a step back. "You really do know what I'm talking 


about, sexy.” 


The blonde man made his skin crawl. Along with Mendel, he was either busting Dave's balls over something 
(vaguely) illegal or busting his balls with sexual innuendos. Their game was one that Dave refused to play. 


"Take a look at the shelves, Lars. Everything I've got is on there." 


The smaller man gave an exaggerated sigh and walked over to the dick-lined wall. With a painful knot coiling in 
his stomach, Dave watched as Lars took a dick from the shelves and cradled it in his hands. His fingers ran 
over it as he touched the plastic veins and fondled the bulging head. He hummed and harred before putting it 
back and repeating the motions with a second dick. 

"These are really good, Dave. Where'd you get ‘em?" 

"From a place," Dave weakly replied. 

He was desperate for Lars to pick one and just fucking leave. The little yippy man was making him feel 
uncomfortable and not in a good way. Dave knew that Lars was trying to turn him on and make him snap with 


some crude remark. In reality, Dave just wanted to clutch the toilet and wretch. Instead, he took a sip of his 


drink 
Lars turned to look at him. "Are these guaranteed?" 
Dave quickly, and painfully, swallowed lest he spit the mouthful of whisky and Coke across the floor. "Sorry?" 


Lars smirked at his reaction "Are they guaranteed? Like, if they don't feel great can | bring it back and get a 


refund?" 
Dave composed himself as best he could. "No. All sales are final. You buy it, you keep it, Lars." 


The blonde man nodded and returned the dick to the shelf. Picking up the biggest, thickest, most brightly 
coloured dick, he returned to Dave and held it out to him. 


"How much?" 

"Twenty bucks, Lars. And no refunds or returns. Understood?" 

Lars' smirk deepened. “Absolutely. Kevin Bacon 

The little shit knew how to push Dave's buttons and, bar his eyes widening, Dave did nothing in response. It 
would be bad press to knock the shit out of the assistant trailer park supervisor. Lars pushed a twenty in to 
his hands and moved to leave, the lyrics of "Footloose" quietly falling from his lips as he made for the door. 
"Fucker," Dave murmured. 

A tiny little meow came from the couch and, turning around, Dave picked up the grey cat. When David had 
left, the cat had refused to leave with him, preferring Dave's warm lap to the numerous sun beams outside. 


Or perhaps he knew that there was steak in the fridge. At least there was someone to keep him company 


while the slimy little fuckball tried to get in to his pants. 


Dave caught sight of something as he as he hoisted the cat on to his shoulder. A little hand with tiny fingers 
poked from the behind the couch cushions. Dave felt his blood run cold and his skin crawl but he reached out 
and grasped the little hand all the same. It was wooden and as cool as he expected it to feel. Giving a gentle 
tug, he almost wretched as he pulled a doll from the back of the couch. A doll that looked suspiciously like 
David. 


A doll that they'd buried in the woods nearly thirty years ago. 


"Hello, Clarence," he murmured. 


Dildos At Dawn 


"David! David! David!" 


He was working on building a small play park for the kitties when the sound of his name bought him back to 


the real world. And to whatever Dave was screaming about. 


Straightening up, David turned to look towards the dark haired man. Dave was racing towards him, Sir Meows- 
A-Lot clasped on one shoulder and, in his free hand.. 


David's face changed from annoyance to glee. "Clarence!" 


Trotting up to Dave, he snatched the doll and looked in to the tiny face that had been so lovingly modelled on 


his own. 
"Where did you find him?!" 


"Where did | find the creepy litt-" Dave caught himself, obviously remembering how much Clarence had once 


meant to David. "Where did | find Clarence? Stuck down the back of the couch." 


David felt the colour drain from his face and he turned his attention from the oddly clean doll and to Dave. 


The other man's face mirrored his own, terror haunting those normally calm eyes. 


"But-" David began before quickly lowering his voice. He moved closer to Dave and looked up into those dark, 


haunted eyes. "You buried Clarence in the woods." 


| know we did," the other man hissed. "We buried him and made sure that he'd never be found again. But here 
he fuckin’ is. Did you go and dig him up?" 


David quickly shook his head. "Not me. Nosiree. Wasn't me. | didn't dig him up. | wouldn't, not after what 
happened last time.." 


He didn't particularly want to remember the last time. They'd been kids when Clarence had come in to his life. 
A gift from a late grandparent and a reminder of the family that he'd barely had. Clarence had gone 
everywhere with him, talking to those he met. Clarence, however, didn't particularly like Dave and Mustaine and 
made it known at every available opportunity. David felt awful for the things that Clarence had said to his two 
friends. He especially felt bad for the way that Clarence treated Dave. 


Dave, big of stature and big of heart, had taken all of Clarence's abuse, believing that it was a part of David 
that couldn't be expressed by any other means. But even he had reached a point where Clarence's Elton John 


and Kevin Bacon taunts had become too much. Clarence had had to go. 


And so, in the middle of the night on Halloween night, he and Mustaine had taken the doll and, followed by a 
sobbing David, trekked in to the heart of the woods. There, they'd dug a hole and tossed the demonic doll in to 
the depths. They'd made sure to leave no trace lest David try and go to retrieve him. 

But now.. 

The two of them stared at the doll. Its glass hazel eyes stared back at them, dead and unblinking. 

"What does he want?" Dave hissed. 

"How the fuck do | know?" David quietly replied. 

"Why the fuck are we whispering?" 

David looked at the dark haired man and took in his shocked expression. 

"He's a doll," Dave hissed. "He can't fuckin’ hear us." 

David felt his eyes go wider and he cradled Clarence close. "He can hear us. He hears every fuckin’ word." 


‘Of course | do, David" The voice was a high pitched impersonation of David's. "| hear everything you say." 


The two of them stepped back and David carefully placed the doll on to a nearby picnic bench. Both of them 
stared at it and took in the tiny smile. 


"How'd you do that?" Dave asked. 
"Do what?" 
"Talk without moving your lips." 


Tearing his eyes from Clarence, David stared at Dave. He could see his fear mirrored in the other's expression 


and could feel the sweat beading the back of his neck. 


"| don't, Dave. | don't do it. Not any more, anyway.” 


Dave sat in the trailer and stared at the closed door. He'd bolted it and leaned a chair beneath the door handle. 
In his lap lay a handgun and in his right hand was clasped a full glass of whisky and Coke. He took a long drink, 
his eyes never leaving the closed door. Night had fallen and, bar a small table lamp, there was no other light. 


Surrounded by fifteen inch plastic cocks and brutal looking whips, Dave mulled over what had bought him to 


that moment. How exactly had Clarence ended up back in their lives? And exactly what did he want this time? 
Dave remembered all the times the little doll had nearly had them killed. All the times its smart little mouth 
had said something to the cops and Dave had found himself with a gun against his head. All the times that 
Clarence had tormented Mustaine in to hitting Dave. All the times that Clarence had tricked them in to 


trusting him before he'd royally screwed them over. 

And how had they come to trust a doll? Because they'd believed that it was part of David's subconscious? 
Because it belonged to David? Or because they were genuinely scared of it? They'd all seen enough horror 
movies to know what dolls like that did. And none of it was pleasant. 

"Go away!" he yelled. 


"Dave, it's me," Mustaine. 


Sighing with relief, Dave got to his feet and removed the chair from behind the door. Mustaine wandered in 
and stared at him. 


"What the fuck's going on, man?" 

Dave looked at him and shook his head before returning to the couch. 
Mustaine followed him. "Why are all the curtains closed?" 

Wearily, Dave waved a hand at the shelves. 


"Makes sense, | suppose." The redhead walked up to the cock-lined wall and inspected the merchandise. "Chicks 


really dig this?" 


"And guys." Dave pinched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. This was a discussion he wasn't in the 


mood for. 
"You like ‘em?" 


He opened one eye and found Mustaine looking at him with a relatively innocent look. It was one that the 
redhead saved for those moments when he didn't quite understand the world around him. And Dave's fluid 
sexuality was one of the many things that he didn't understand. 


Dave nodded gently. "Yeah," he softly replied. "I like ‘em, too. And some of ‘em are pretty cool" Getting to his 
feet he plucked a dildo from the shelves. It was swirled with purple and green and it felt cool in the palm of 
his hand. "Like this one. Handmade from glass. Like a piece of fuckin’ art, man You could have it sitting right 


out in the open and no one would ever know what it was used for." 


"You tried any of ‘em?" 
He gave Mustaine a gentle smile. "No. No, | haven't" Dave sighed. "Look, Mustaine, there's something | nee-" 
Dave was cut off by the sound of banging at the door. He swung around and faced off with the rattling door. 
"What?! 


The voice that replied was one that sent shivers down his spine. "Oh, Davey.. You know you want to come and.. 


play with me." 
"Dude, is that-?!" 


He swung back to Mustaine and nodded frantically. The redhead looked terrified and Dave couldn't blame him. 
That doll had put them through Hell, teasing and taunting them and accusing them of unspeakable acts. 


"Where the fuck did he come from?!" Mustaine hissed. 
"| don't know, M. | really don't" 


Extracting a baseball bat from the back of the couch, Dave slowly shuffled his way to the door. His stomach 
was tight with the agony of fear and he could feel the bile in the back of his throat. 


"Davey." that voice softly sang again. "Oh, sweet Davey, my sexy Kevin Bacon Davey. Come and play with me.. 


You know you want to." 


It was all it took for Dave to snap, red hot anger flashing across his vision as he slammed the bat in to the 
cracked kitchen work surface. "Shut the fuck up, Clarence!" 


"Why, Davey? Why'd you want me to shut up? You never wanted me to shut up. Remember back when you 


were young..? You used to love it when | told you a bedtime story.” 


Dave could feel tears welling up. They burned across his eyes and he wiped the bat-clenching hand across his 


face. "Fuck off, Clarence!" 
"No, Davey. I'm not going to fuck off. Not this time." 


Every memory of that awful doll played through his mind in a painful reminder of his childhood. They were the 
moments he wanted to forget, the ones that he wanted to bury beneath a hazy layer of liquor. Clarence had 
said horrendous things to them and taunted them with visions of their future selves. None of them had known 
that they'd grow up to be petty criminals with long rap sheets. But that's what Clarence had predicted long 
before it had happened. 


Steeling himself, Dave leaned against the door, ready to attack if he needed to. "What do you want, Clarence?" 
That sickly sweet voice sang to him once more. "Oh, | just want to play, Davey. Just like the old days." 
"Yeah, you want to play with my fuckin’ mind, you fuckin’ piece of shit. You should have stayed fuckin’ buried!" 


There was the sound of snickering and Dave felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. Damn, that 


was a sound that he hoped to never hear again 
I'm not staying buried, Davey. I'm too good to stay buried." 


The brass doorknob rattled and the door began to shake in its frame. Peering through the smoked glass, Dave 
tried to make out if anyone was out there. David, Mendal. Anyone. 


But there was no one. No shadows. No guilty laughs. 

Which meant that the little fucker really was out there. 

Somewhere. 

"Clarence," he began, “I'm gonna cut you a deal, okay?" 

The doll, wherever he was, didn't even pause as he replied, "And what would that be, Davey?" 


"You leave us alone, for good, and | don't hack you in to a million pieces and scatter you throughout the forest. 


How's that?" 


There was a pause, one that was heavy with expectation. "Sure," the doll finally replied. "That sounds good, 


Davey. I'll just leave you now. Leave you alone forever..." 

Silence fell over the trailer and Dave held his breath as he listened for signs of Clarence. 

"That little fucker ain't gone yet," Mustaine hissed. 

Behind him, Dave heard the floorboards creak and he swung around to find the redhead walking towards him. 
He had a large, heavy looking dildo held above his head, ready to strike. Brandishing the bat, he stepped up to 
the door and waited for Mustaine to join him. 

The redhead restructured his previous sentence. "No way he's fuckin’ gone yet" 

Dave had to agree with him. Clarence wouldn't give up that easily. He never had. He'd always been there, picking 


at their brains and self confidence, eroding them down to the sobbing boys that they'd been No doubt the doll 


wanted the same thing again. 


Taking a deep breath, Dave reached out and wrapped his hand around the doorknob. He looked to Mustaine and 
gave a single nod before he threw the rattling door open. Dave glanced through the now open door. When he 


couldn't see Clarence, he stepped out on to the creaking wooden veranda. 


Everything was as it should have been. his little plants still lined the steps and fence. The little light above the 
door still occasionally flickered. The plastic purple butterfly still hung beneath the window. There was an air of 
serenity hanging over his trailer, as though all was right in the world 


Yet it wasn't right. 
Clarence wasn't gone. There was no way that evil little fuck was gone. 


Dave trotted down the steps and made his way across the grass and to David's shed. Two cats slept beside 
the door, curled up in to tight, furry balls. Above the door was a little light with a glass shade. The shade was 


decorated with silhouette images of cats and mice. 


Cracking the door open, Dave peered in to the shed. A pink cat shaped night light gently illuminated the small 
space. And, curled beneath the bed's covers, was David He appeared to be in a deep sleep, one that not even 


earthquake could wake him from. Normally Clarence would have been among the pile of cats that always 


crowded David's bed. 


Yet the doll was nowhere to be seen.. 


You Want Me To Stick My Cock WHERE?! 


He'd been planning to have a lie in and forget that the previous evening had ever happened. Just knowing that 
Clarence was out and about was enough to send Dave hiding beneath the blankets. Mustaine had stayed for 
most of the night before he'd slunk off to wherever the fuck he was staying (probably Dave's car. Not that 


Dave cared at that moment). 
But no. There wasn't a cat in Hell's chance that Dave was getting a lie in. 


The battered alarm clock beside the bed said 8am when he heard his landline ring. Groaning, Dave rolled onto 


his side and listened as the answering machine caught it. 

"Dave, | know you're probably still in fuckin’ bed, boning whoever-the-fuck you bought home last night, but we 
need to talk about the illegal activity you've got going on in your trailer. You know you need a license for a sex 
shop, right, you fuckin’ stupid bone-headed cock-sucking sexy bastard? I'll be ‘round at nine to make sure 
you're getting rid of all those contraband sex toys. Fuckin’ idiot" 

Dave groaned and pinched the bridge of his nose. With his eyes still closed, he felt around until his fingers 


closed around the half full tumbler of now-warm Jack and Coke. Taking a slug, he dragged himself from bed, 
grabbed the phone, and woke up his lap dogs. Mendel was on his way. 


"What do you want us to do with them, Dave?" Jerry asked. 
The three of them stood and looked at the shelves of fake cocks and dominatrix gear. Dave took a sip of his 
drink as they mulled over what they were going to do with a trailer full of stolen gear. Dump it in the lake? 


Quick fire sale? Or.. 


Grabbing a couple of boxes from the couch, he handed them to the boys. "Box it all up and take it ‘round to 


Axl. Tell him I'll call him once Mendel's been and gone." 


The two blondes nodded at him and, as they did with every other time they met, they both held their hands in 


the air. Dave looked at them for a moment before shaking his head. 
‘Once you've done this without fucking up, then I'll high five you." 


As they boxed up the dicks and whips, Dave kept a watchful eye on the window. 


"So where are they?" Mendel demanded. 


Dave played the innocent card as best as he could. To be truthful, he needed Mustaine for such moments. 


Mustaine would be able to talk his way out of a murder charge. Dave, on the other hand, appeared to have 


"Guilty" tattooed on his forehead. 
"| don't know what you're talking about," he quickly replied. 


"Oh, | think you do." The red-head stepped closer. "I think you do know what I'm talking about, Dave. A bunch of 


stolen sex toys on sale in your trailer. How do | know they were stolen? Because of this.” 


The trailer park supervisor pulled a crumpled piece of paper from his back pocket and handed it to Dave. 
Unscrewing it, Dave looked at the badly printed CCTV image of two suspiciously familiar men stealing "party 
supplies" from a porn shop. The newspaper headline screamed "SEX TOYS STOLEN IN DOWNTOWN ROBBERY". 


Sighing, he handed back to Mendel. "Don't know ‘em." 


“course you do, Dave. ‘course you do. They're you're two little lap dogs, Taylor and Jerry. | know that all you 
have to do is whistle and they'll come running. Do it," he taunted. "Whistle them." 


Dave kept his face as straight as possible, refusing to give in to Mendel. 
"Not gonna do it. You know that. You wanna call the cops, call ‘em. See if | give a fuck" 


The red-head's eyes narrowed and he circled Dave like a lion looking at its lunch. "You want me to do that, 
huh? Want me to call the cops, Sexy? Want to go back to jail? | bet you love it in jail. Bet you get a lot of ass 
in there. Or a lot of Tail." 


He tried not to swing at Mendel because that's exactly what the supervisor wanted. He wanted Dave to 
explode. Wanted another reason to call the cops. Instead Dave focused on the greasy spot on the window, the 
spot that he'd been intending to clean for months and never seemed to get around to doing. He drowned out 


Mendel's words with the thought of what he was going to do once the supervisor had gone. 


‘lm calling ‘em, Sexy." Dave didn't look but he heard the distinct tone of someone who didn't know how to turn 
off the fuckin’ keyboard on their fuckin’ smart phone. "Hello? This is Nate Mendel from Sunnydale Real Estate 
Trailer Park. Yeah, | have some intelligence on those stolen sex toys. Yeah, you might wanna come down here 
and take a look." 


Mendel walked in front of him as he was talking. Dave could see that his eyes were forever on him, eating him 


up like a piece of prime steak. But Dave didn't flinch. All he did was smirk. 


Dave looked like the kid that had got all the candy. His grin was as shit-eating as they came as he watched the 


police pull away from the park 


"Well, well, well, Mendel. Another warning for wasting police time." He patted the red-head on the shoulder. 
"Good going there, asshole. One day you'll call them and they won't come. And then what, huh?" 


Chuckling to himself, Dave turned and walked away. Leaving his trailer, he climbed in to his pride and joy - a 
glossy black Cadillac. He'd bought with the last deal that they'd done. At the time it had been a rust bucket, 
held together with tape and hope, and he'd spent every spare minute easing the beauty back from the brink of 
the crusher. 


It took him all of two minutes to drive to Axl's trailer; there was no way that he was walking in the mid-day 
heart. The other other redhead, his long hair neatly braided in cornrows, was leaning against a tree and talking 
to a clutch of his homies. Including Mustaine. When the Caddy pulled up, Dave watched Mustaine's face fall and 


the colour drain from it. 


"Oh, what's he fuckin’ done," Dave murmured to himself. Grabbing his drink from the dashboard, he got out of 
the car and walked up to his friend. "What's going on?" 


"Just talkin," Mustaine replied 

"Davel How's it going!" the cornrowed man held out a hand and Dave gave him a quick handshake. Axl was 
dressed in clothes that wouldn't have looked out of place on a rapper, up to and including a bandanna wrapped 
around his head. Dave had to give him his due for following his heart and not listening to those who'd throw 
him under a bus. 

Directing his attention to Axl, Dave repeated himself, "What's going on here?" 

Axl shrugged before he rolled his shoulders. "Well, you know those toys you had Jerry and Taylor bring over?" 
"Yeah, | know them alright." 

"Well, they need to pay some rent. You know, storage fees." 


Dave nodded. "| get that. How?" 


Axl's grin was one to rival Dave's, his head lowered a little as he looked up at the dark haired man "Well, | was 


thinking of making a porno." 


"No. No. No fuckin’ way," Dave interjected. "I can't sell them if they've been fuckin used. That's fuckin’ 
disgusting." 


Grabbing his keys from his pocket, Dave went to get back in his car. A hand on his shoulder stopped him and 


he turned and looked at Axl. There was an almost desperate look in the smaller man's face. 


"Not all of them," he continued. "Just one or two. Or maybe none of them. And it wouldn't be that bad because 
it would be you and M" 


Dave felt his eyes bug. "In the film?" 

"Yeah." 

Taking a deep breath, Dave looked at his friend. Mustaine gave him a shrug, obviously hoping that Dave would 
make a decision. Unable to hold his friend's gaze, Dave looked back to Axl. The man with the cornrows gave him 


a smile and a shrug. 


"Look," Axl said. "It'll be good for all of us. You make money, | make money, and your sex toys have somewhere 


to hide. We're all happy: 

"Whats the film going to be called?" Dave finally asked 

"X-Men" 

Dave raised an eyebrow. "So a superhero porno then?" 

Axl shrugged. "More or less, yeah" 

Backing himself in to the shade of the nearby tree, Dave sighed and ran his hand over his beard. He and 
Mustaine had never really fucked. They'd messed around when Mustaine was curious as to Dave's lifestyle. 
And, well, Dave did like him in that way. In his heart, they'd always been more than friends. 

"And where are you going to shoot it?" 


Axl nodded towards his trailer. "In there." 


Dave nodded and huffed, not entirely convinced by the plan. "So you're shooting a superhero themed porno in 


your trailer?" 


"Yeah, man! It'll be amazing. Its gonna be the scene where you bust in on the bad guy. He's there doing some 


greasy shit and he won't listen to you so you make him suck your cock. Sound cool?" 


Dave turned his attention back to Mustaine. The red-head was giving him the wide eyed "Please make this go 


away" look. 
"How much?" Dave asked. 


"How about two hundred." 


"Make it three hundred each and we're in," Dave replied. 


Night had fallen when Dave found himself back at the trailer. It belonged to Axl's Mom (who just so happened 
to be away at some convention) and was decorated as though it belonged to a Mom. Axl had made no effort in 


set dressing other than to remove the lace doilies from the backs of the chairs. 


Dave wore his usual uniform of black jeans and a black tshirt. But wrapped around his neck was a cheap 
Halloween cloak. He assumed it was supposed to make him look more like a superhero. Instead it made him feel 
like a B-Movie vampire. Not that Mustaine would complain either way because the permanently horny bastard 


was about to get some. 


The cameras were rolling and, as Dave had requested, Axl and his home-boys were being as quiet as mice. He'd 
asked them to do that, not just out of common courtesy, but because he wouldn't be able to concentrate if he 
knew that their eyes were on him. Half a bottle of whisky had taken care of the rest of his sudden anxiety 
attack. 


Bursting through the door, he looked around himself as though hunting out their bad guy. 
"Bonerbreaker, | know you're in herel!" 


Dave alternated between trying not to cringe and trying not to laugh as he hammed it up and searched the 
trailer. Tearing around the living area, he found Mustaine crouched behind the couch. Dave gave his friend a 


nod before grabbing his long, corkscrew hair and heaving him out in to the open 
"You kill those people?!" he demanded. 

Mustaine just looked at him, eyes wide and terrified. 

"Fine. If you're not gonna talk, I'll force it out of you." 


Dave wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible. Pushing his friend to his knees, Dave unzipped himself 
and pulled his half hard cock out. At his feet, Mustaine began to panic, whining and trying to crawl away. 
Grabbing a handful of that red hair, Dave hauled him back. With one hand on his friend's forehead, Dave forced 
himself into Mustaine's mouth and began to roughly fuck it. It felt nasty and wrong and.. greasy. But when 
Mustaine's warm, plump lips closed around the head of his cock, Dave forgot about where he was. He forgot 
that he was standing in the middle of a rundown trailer. He forgot that there were cameras watching him. He 


just... forgot. 


Looking down in to Mustaine's large, watery eyes, Dave nodded. He rolled on the balls of his feet, his cock 
hardening as Mustaine finally gave in and began to suck him. And it felt good. Real good. It had been a long time 


since he'd had his cock anywhere near Mustaine. Heck, it was a long time since he'd had his cock near anyone. 


And to have someone giving him a sloppy blow job was just perfect. 
"Mr Mendel! Mr Mendel! They're filming porn in here!" 


Shit! Dave felt his erection wither as quickly as it had risen. Everyone was suddenly on their feet and staring 
at the trailer's windows. There, illuminated by the light that hung above the door, was Ulrich's pale little face. 


Pulling his pants up, Dave strode across the small space, his face already creased with stress. 
"What the fuck do you want, Ulrich?" 


The smaller man was wearing his usual tight white pants. Also, as usual, he wore no shirt to cover his not- 


too-pretty torso. He stared up at Dave with wide eyes as though unsure of what Dave would do, or say, next. 
"You're making porn, Davel Its against everyone's tenancy agreements!" 


"Yeah," Dave spat back. "The tenancy agreements which don't count if you own your fucking trailer! Which Axl's 
mom does! Now back the fuck off and let us get on with it" 


Another voice joined in. "No can do, Dave." 
Mendel. 


Dave sighed and looked over the smaller man's shoulder. There, in the shadows, was the red-haired devil 


himself. He held a walkie talkie in one hand and a cell phone in the other. 
"Cops are on their way, Dave. You're all gonna be busted for lewd conduct in a public place." 
"But we're not in a public place, you fuckin’ asshole! This is someone else's property.’ 


"Yeah." Mendel stepped out of the shadows and stood alongside Lars. Dave wanted to smack the pair of them. 
"Trailers that stand on property that's owned by..me." 


Dave sighed and lowered his head. He could feel everyone's eyes on him. In the distance he could hear sirens 


approaching. He cursed and took a deep breath. 
‘Okay, everyone, break this up. Axl, destroy the tapes. Everyone else - just fuckin’ disappear." 


Chaos reigned for the next thirty seconds as all of them sprinted from the trailer and in to the dead of night. 
With Mustaine tailing him, Dave ran through the night and took the steps to his own trailer two at a time. 
Crashing through the front door, Dave managed to crack a grin before bursting into laughter. He wrapped his 


arms around Mustaine and hugged him close. 


"Damn, that was close." 
"And too fuckin funny,” the red-head chuckled. 


Dave purred as he felt the other man relax in his arms. Soft kisses were pressed to his throat and Mustaine's 


arms tightened around his waist. 
"You wanna finish what we started?" Mustaine murmured. 


He loved it when Mustaine relaxed Normally the other man was wound up tighter than a cuckoo clock. But 


when he gave in to his desires, he was a pussycat. And Dave adored it. 


"Come on," he softly replied. "Let's go to the bedroom." 


He's Got The Moves Like Kevin 


It was 4am when Dave found himself slowly waking up. Why, he didn't know because, by the amount of banging 
that him and Mustaine had done, he should have been out cold for the next twelve hours. Yet, here he was, 
awake and in need of a drink. Or a piss. Or both. 

Slipping from the red-head's arms, Dave padded through the trailer and to the bathroom. Darkness still clung 
to the building with only the barest hint of sunrise touching the windows. The previous day's humidity still 
hung in the air and the rattling of a fan sweeping back and forth was the only noise. 

"Hello, Dave." 

That voice. That sing-song, sweet yet sadistic voice, caused him to still, his heart hammering in his chest and 
the hairs on his arms shivering to attention. Suddenly, every one of Dave's senses was working at full capacity, 
his eyes searching the gloom as he pleaded that this was all a trick of his overtired brain. 

"How did you sleep, Dave?" 


"Clarence?" he hissed. 


Hitting the light in the living area would also illuminate the short hallway and, by default, the bedroom. If he 
hadn't left the bedroom door open, he'd have turned the lights on and evicted the creepy little bastard. 


"Yes, Dave." 

"What the fuck are you doing here, you creepy little bastard?" 

"Making sure that you live up to your promise, Dave." 

His heart hammered against his chest and the adrenaline coursed through him like a runaway train. Every 
nerve felt as though it was on fire as he fought the urge to just tear the trailer apart. Or burn it to the 
ground. Whichever would get rid of Clarence the quickest. 

"Which promise would that be, Clarence? I've made a fuck ton of them over the years." 


Somewhere in the dark, the doll snickered. "And not kept one of them." 


"Hey!" Dave tried to keep his voice low. If Mustaine woke then it was game over. Mustaine would pull out his 


gun and start shooting the place up. "I've made good on my promises." 


"What about looking after David, Dave?" 


"I look after David!" he softly protested. 


That anger, the one that forever boiled in his blood but which he never let lose, was swirling through him. He 
could feel his voice rising and the urge to throw punches growing. But how did you destroy a doll that refused 
to die? How did you hurt something that couldn't feel pain? 


"David's sad, Dave. He thinks you've abandoned him." 


"| haven't abandoned him!" he finally cried. "| haven't done anything of the fuckin’ sort, Clarence. | love David. 


He's like-" 


Dave felt his voice catch in his throat. The heartbreak was raw, stabbing at his chest like a thousand red hot 
knives. He'd never abandon David. Never leave the other man behind or exclude him from anything that they 


were doing. 
"He's like what, Dave?" 


The dark-haired man paused and reached for his drink. Downing it in one gulp, he placed the glass back on the 


counter. 
"Like a brother," he whispered. 
"Your brother is sleeping on your porch, Dave." 


The pain in Dave's chest was almost too much to bear. Ripping open the door, he stared down at the small pool 
of light that illuminated the porch and found David curled up at its heart. The blonde haired man looked as 
though he was in a deep sleep. One of his many cats was cradled in his arms. A cracked sob made its way 
between Dave's lips and, bending down, he wrapped his arms around the smaller man and picked him up. David 
barely stirred as Dave cradled him and made his way back in to the trailer. The cat continued to sleep, 


seemingly lulled by the sudden movement. 


Letting the door crash shut behind him, Dave fought back tears as he made his way back to the bedroom. 
With David's weight pulling him down, he knelt on the bed and nudged Mustaine. The red-head, having slept 
through everything, grunted and moved, making room for one more. With all the care in world, Dave carefully 
laid his friend between them. In the dull light of the morning, David looked smaller and more fragile than ever 
before. He'd been abandoned once and Dave had promised that he'd never leave the blonde man behind. Yet, in 
the midst of their misguided efforts to make some money, he'd forgotten about one of the most important 
things in his life. 


His oldest, dearest friendship. 


Bending down, he pressed the gentlest of kisses to David's forehead. "Sleep well, my friend. And sorry.” 


"Dave. Dave. Dave. What are we gonna do with you, huh?" 


Mendel stood in the heart of his trailer and looked at the figure sitting on his couch. A quick trip to Axl's had 
procured exactly what he'd needed, an inflatable sex doll. Add in a Sharpied beard, a wig of long black hair, and 
an outfit that consisted entirely of black and it looked exactly like Dave. Except that it was missing one thing. 


The trailer park supervisor grabbed a tumbler and a roll of tape and walked over to the inflatable Dave. With 
the empty glass pressed in to the doll's hand, Mendel carefully taped it in place. Once he was satisfied that it 


was secure, he picked up a bottle of soda and gave "Dave" a drink. 


Mendel had been sober for more years than he could count. Working with a bunch of party arimals at his last 
job had put him off drinking for life. So "Dave" was getting plain old soda, whether he liked it or not. 


Mendel was the perfect trailer park supervisor in his neatly pressed khaki uniform. Nothing got past him, 
especially not when it involved Dave. The dark-haired man had been Mendel's nemesis for as long as the 
supervisor could remember. Whatever scheme Dave was running normally ended up in a fight, a shoot out, and 


with someone (normally Dave, Mustaine, and sometimes David) being hauled to jail. Mendel got six months of 


peace and quiet before the dark-haired Devil bought Hell back to the park. 
"Hey, Mr Mendel, why do you have a sex doll that looks like Dave?" 


The red-head smiled to himself and turned to find Lars standing behind him. The smaller, tubbier man looked 


genuinely confused at the present of "Dave". 

"So that | can talk to him without him getting in my face, that's why." 

That made Lars smile. "Neat" 

"Look, Lars. | need to go out. | need to speak to the real Dave. How about you start dinner for us?" 


Lars's smile grew and he placed a hand on Mendel's shoulder. "Sure. Chicken fingers okay? I've got the ones you 


like. The non-breaded kind." 


Mendel returned the smile and nodded. He reached out to brush a hand over Lars's hair. It needed a wash. 
“That's perfect. I'll be back in an hour or so." 


Walking out in to the bright sunshine, Mendel broke in to a quiet song as he made his way along the pot-holed 


road and towards Dave's trailer. 


Lars eyed the doll. Sure, it was creepy. But, with its vacant eyes and gaping mouth, it was kind of.. sexy. Sitting 


himself beside fake Dave, Lars looped an arm around the inflatable vinyl man. 


"So, Dave, it's just you and me, buddy." He ran a pudgy finger along the silent doll's chest. "Just you and me. 
What do you wanna do? Wanna have a drink and get freaky? Or maybe you just want to talk? You're the 
strong, silent type. | suspect you like to just sit and talk one on one with someone, don't you? | don't know 
‘cause you barely give me the time of day. You just tease me and chase me off like I'm Mendel's dog. Well, I'm 
more than that and | can prove it to you." 


He slid his hand lower and to the doll's obviously oversized groin 


‘| can show you a real good time, Dave. Much better than whatever Mustaine can show you. And you know 


that dildo you sold me the other day? The really big, thick one? Yeah, it works a treat. | want to use it.. on 
you." 


The trailer door rattled with the sound of someone pounding on it. Shoving the box of sex toys behind the 
couch, Dave bawled, "Okay! Okay! I'm coming! Fuck's sake..." 


He groaned as he opened the door, his body visibly sagging. "Mendel. What can | do for you?" 


Dave could barely look at the perky, smiling supervisor. He'd been hoping for a quiet and peaceful day. Didn't 
look like that was going to happen any time soon. 


"Just want to come and talk, Dave," the other man replied. 

Leaning against the doorframe, Dave folded his arms over his chest. "Uh. Huh. What about?" 

"We need to make some money for the park" 

"The park always needs money." Dave rolled his eyes. "How about getting people to pay their lot fees?" 

"Are you going to pay your lot fees?" Mendel's voice sent a shiver down Dave's spine. 

He moved to shut the door. "I'll have the money for you tomorrow." 

Mendel jammed his foot in the door, his eyes narrowed and trained on Dave. "You owe me three months, Dave. 
And that's me being nice as I've knocked off the month that you were in prison. Keep your lip up and I'l bounce 


it back up to four." 


Dave sneered and shook his head. Nudging Mendel's foot out of the way, he carefully closed the door. "You'll 
get your money, Mendel," he called. "Anything else, and you're shit outta luck" 


"Dave, | really need your help," came the voice from the other side of the door. 


"You always need my help! Go find some other sucker!" 
"Please, Dave. Please." 


It was the whining that did it. Dave would do anything for a peaceful life, including giving in to Mendel. Opening 
the door, he looked down at the redhead. 


"What do you want me to do?" he asked. 

"Open up your bar again." 

Dave nodded thoughtfully. That could work. 

“And hire strippers." 

Even better. Booze and bare flesh. That was sure to pull in the cash. 
"And you can have Jerry and Taylor sell your sex toys." 


This was sounding better by the minute and Dave returned his attention to Mendel's suddenly earnest face. 


That wasn't an expression that Dave was used to seeing and it unnerved him. 

"Sounds good," Dave replied "Almost too good to be true. What's the catch?" 

And there it was; Mendel's patented shit-eating grin, the one that Dave loathed to see. "Male strippers, Dave." 
"No. No. Fuckin’ no. Ladies or nothing. I'm not catering to you and Ulrich." 


"But you enjoy the gents, too, Dave. In fact" Mendel stepped closer and Dave breathed in, as though trying to 


escape the sudden invasion of his personal space. "It would be good to see your moves. Kevin Bacon" 
Dave didn't move. Nor did he say anything. Instead, he looked down in to Mendel's eyes. He hoped that his own 
expression was one of defiance, proof to the other man that he wouldn't be pushed around Dave was no longer 


willing to jump through Mendel's fiery hoops in the vain hope of keeping some peace and sanity in his life. 


Instead, just like every other time, he crumpled. "Okay, I'll see what | can do. But I'm not dancing, Mendel. Not 
for you. Not for Ulrich. Not for any fucker.” 


Mendel chuckled and licked his lips. "Not even for Mustaine?" 


With that, Dave slammed the door shut. "Bye, Mendel! I'll see what | can do." 


